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MUST YOU? 


EXTRA VERSES, 


1, 
This. morning I turned in at three twenty five 
I knocked upon the door and rang the bell, 
But she sleeps so sound and so far aboye the ground, 
I had to stand out in the street and yell 
Matilda, do come down and let your hubby in, 


4 . . 
Im freezing and so weak for want of sleep, 


But she only put on airs and suid it's too far down the stairs, 


Now please be content in the street. 


Chorus. 
Must you have a bed to sleep in? 


Can't you stand up in the corner for a nap ? 


Think of those six day bicycle riders, 
Have to sleep in every other lup.. 

Dont you know that sleeping’s all a habit? 
I feel it coming on and must turn in, 

Now you stay there until the morning 


And Ill calla cop and rur you in. 


2.. 
Well talk of warm,she's very warm indeed, 
For when I went to dress last Sunday morn, 
Vainly I looked round formy trousers,then I found 
As per usual they'd been sent to pawn, 
Because I said it seem'd a trifle hard 
To be obliged to stick in bed all day 
When I might be out with some pals for a walk, 
She only did a grin and thendid say. 


Chorus. 
Must you always have your trousers? 
Cun't you go without for once? 
Don't you know that poor old Adam 
Never had a pair at all for months. 
Won't they last you all the longer 
While:your uncle them has got, 


“Make a kilt of my old apron 


And think that you're Sir Walter Scott. 
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3, 
In the summer wife goes to the country, 
Takes the children, the cook arid the maid, 
I felt rather glad, but you bet that I was sad 
When I got onto all the pluns shed made 
She locked each door from parlor to fourth floor 
Closed our. little“comfy” folding bed, 


She made the house look just like a beastly morgue 


Thenthat woman calmly to me said: 


Chorus. 
Must you, dearest, use the kitchen 


Can't you stay out in the yard, 
You can sleep in the dog kennel 
If you find the door-step is too hard 
You can bathe beneath the rain spout 
With the grindstone, you must shave, 
Oh! you'll have a jollysummer 
If you only can behave. 
4, 
One day I said to myself‘I am a guy 
If [stand this treatment any more, 
I'm going to get gay, Ill throw some cash away, 
A blonde and giddy show girl, IN adore” 
Took the fairy out to dine at Rectors 
Spent a lot of cash to treat her right, 
She left me in the cold upon the sidewalk 


Shut the cab door and sweetly said“Good Night”, 


Chorus, 

“Must you ride in cubs, Oh dear me! 
Can't you go and use the car? 

Don't forget ‘to pay the cabby 

Just to Harlem,that’s not far 

How dure you ask me sir to kiss you, 
Well I never! On my life! 

Oh you horrid awful creature, 

Go right home and kiss your wife” 
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